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BULL-DOG

DRUMMOND

“YOU'LL DO, X 10

Prologue.~In December, 1918, four
man gather In & hotel in Berns and
hear one of the guartet outline &
plan te paralyse Great Britiin and
at the same time selze world powsr.
The other thres, Hocking, Ameri-
can, and Btaineman and Von Grats,
Germans, all milllonalres, agres to
the scheme, providing another man,
Hiram Potts, an American, (s taken
In. The inatigator of the plot gives
his name as Comte de Guy, but
when he lsaves for England with
his daughter he decldes to uss the
nams Carl Peterson. The plotters
recognize nelther nationality nor
patriotism nor laws. They are &
formidable band of conspirators.
The Comtes de Guy as leadsr n to
ba pald a million pounds steriing.

PROLOGUE—(Continued,)
e
Genluw that he was In the reading
of iuen's minds, he felt thut he knew

the result of that ten minutes deliber-
atlun, . . And then , . . What then?

In his Imagination he saw him-
#elf snpreme In power, glutted with it
==n King, an autocrat, who had only to
lift his finger to plunge his kingdom
intu destruction and ansnihilation. , .
At wlhen he had dope it and the
cotintry he hated was (o ruins, then he
waould vinim his milllon and enjoy It as
& greut mnn shouid enjoy a grent re-

Wi Thus for the spiace of ten
miinntes ot he Connt see vislons nnd
e aoatrvnins That the foroe he pro
Precseisd ai tnpi e with was g dangerons
For v sUstueluad him oot at all: he was
W oIwdeions man, That  this  scheme
watlet hirlng raln, perlinps death, to

thousnuds of Innocent men and women
ceused him no qunlm: he wus n sy-
preme egoist, All that appenled to
him wng that he had seengthe oppor-
tunity that existed, and that he lnd
the nerve and the breain to turn that
opportunity 1o his own advantnge.
Only the necessary motey wos licking

. nnd . . . With a gquick movement
he pulled out his wateh. They had

hnd thelr ten minutes . . . The mntter
wis settled, the dle was cast, |,

He rope and  walked arcross  the
lounge, For nn appreciable moment

the Count paused by the door. and a
faint smile cnme to his Hps, Then
he opened It and pussed lnto the room,

The Amerlenn was silll chewlng hls
toothpick;  Btelnemnnn  was  still
bresthing hard. Only von Gratz had

changed his oceupmtion and he  was
sitting at the teble smoking a long
thin clgar. The Count ¢losed the door,
and wallied over fo the fireplace, . , ,

Well, gentlemen," e sald quletly,
"what have you declded

It wis the Americun who answered.

“It goes. With one amendment,
"The money Is too hig for three of us:
‘there must he a fourth. That will be
& guarter of g milllon each."

The Count bowed,

“Hnve you any suggestions as
vwhotn the fourth should be®"

“Yep,” suld the Amerlcan shortly.
“These two gentlamen agree with me
that 1t should be another of my coun-
trymen—so thit we get squal vumbers,
The man we have declded on Is com-
Ing to Bngland in e few weeks—Hiram

to

C. Potts. If you get him in, you can
count us In, too, If not, the deal's
of."”

The Count nodded, and {f he felt any
anpoyance it thls wnexpected develop-
ment he showed ne sign of It on hia
fave,

“1 know of Mr., Potts” he answered
guickly. “Your blg shilpping man, lsn't
he? 1 mgree to your reservoation”

“Good,” sald the Amerlean. “Let's
discuss goane detnlls”

Without a trice of emotion on his
face the Count drew up o chalr’to the
tabile. It was only when he sat down
that he stnrted to play a tattoo on his
knee with his left band, . . .

Hulf an hour later he entered his
luxurious sulte of rooms at the Hotel
Magnificent,

A girl, who had been lying by the
fire readiug & French povel, looked up
st the sound of the door, She did not
speals, for the look vn his face told her
all she wanted to know,

He crosséd to the sofa and smlled
down at ber,

“Suecessful , . . 00 our own terins,
Tomorrow, lrma, the Comte de Guy
dles, nod Carl Peterson and his daugh.
ter leave for England. A country gen-
wemun, 1 think, is Carl Peterson, He
might keep hens, and possibly plgs.”

The girl on the sofa rose, yawunlng.

“Mon Digu! what a prospect! Plgs
and bens—and In England ! How long
Is it golug to take?”

The Count looked thoughtfully Into
the fire.

“Perbaps o yenr—perhaps slx
months, . . It 1s on the lap of the
gods, .. "

CHAPTER |
In Which He Takes Tea at the Carlton
and ls Surprised.

ONE.

Captala Hugh Drummond, D.B.O,
M. O, late of Fis Majesty's Royel
Loamshires, was whistling In his mors
ing hath, Belng by nature of & cheerful
disposition, the symptom dld not wur-
srige hiw pervant Inte private of the

fomous reglment, who wus
breakfast in an adjolning room.

After a while the whistling ceased,
and the musical gurgle of escaping
water announced that the concert was
over, It waa the signal for James
Denny—the square-jawed ex-batman—
to dizappear into the back reglons and
get from Ly wife the kidoeys and ba-
con which thar moat excellent womnn
had grilled to a turn.  But on this par-
ticular morniong the invarinble routine
wns broken. James Denny scemed
preoccuplied, distralt,

Ounce or twice e scratehed his hend
and stared out of the window with a
puzzled frown,

"What's you looking for, James Den-
ny? The Irate volee of his wife at
thi door mude him look round gulitily.
“Them kidoeys Is resdy and walting
these five minutes."

Hep eyes fell on the table, and she
advanced (uto the room wiping her
hands on her apron,

“IMd you ever see such a bunch of
letters?" she muld.

“Forty-ive,” returped her husbond,
grimly, "and more to come," He plcked
up the newspaper lylng beslde the
chulr and opened It

“Them's the result of that,” he con-
tinned cryptically, Indieatlog a par-
graph with n square finger, and thrust-
Ing the puper under his wife's nose,

"Demobllized ofMeer” she read slow-
¥, "Mnding peace Ineredibly tedlous,
would welcome diversion, Legitimate,
If possible ; but erime, If of a*compara-
tively huwmorous description, no objec-
tion. Excltement essontinl, Would be
prepured to conslder permanent job If
sultably Impressed by applicant for his
services, Reply at once Box X10."

She put down the paper on a chalr
nnd stared first ot her husband and
then at the rows of lefters neatly nr
ranged on the table,

“L'eulls It wicked,”
length, “Fulr Uying In the face of Fro-
vidence, CUrime, Denny—crime. Don't
you get ‘aving potning to do with suca
mud prunks, my moan, or you and me
will be linving words,” She shook nn
ndivaltory dnger at him, aod retived
slowly Lo the kitchen,

A moment or two later Hugh Drum-
mond cnme o, Slightly under six feet
In height, he was browd In proportion.
Hix best friend would not have called
him good-looking, but he was the for-
tunate possvcssor of that cheerful type
of ugilness which losplres Immedinte
confidence In It owner,

He pausod s b got to the table und
glaneed nt the rows of letters. “Who
would have thought I, James?" he re
murked, "Great Scot! I shall have to
get a purtner,”

With disspproval showing In every
llne of lier face, Mrs, Denny entered

laylug

ghe announced st

the room, carrylng the kidneys, and
Drummond glanced at  ber with a
amile,

“Good morning, Mrs. Denny,” he

salil, “Wherefore this worrled look
on your face? Hns that reprobate
James been misbehaving himself
The worthy woman snorted. “He
has not, sle—not yet, leastwise, And
If 20 be that e does"—ler eyes trav-
eled up and down the back of the
hapiess Denny, who was quite unneces-

“Demobilized Officer,” Bhe Read Slow.
ly, “Finding Peace Incredibly Tedi-
ous, Would Welcome Diversion™

sarily pulling books off mhelves and
putting them back aguln—"If so be
that he does" she contlnued grimiy,
“him and me will have words—as I've
told him already thls morning." B8he
stalked from the room, after staring
polntediy at the letters In Drammond's
hand, and the two men looked at one
another,

“It's that there reference to crime,
gir, that's torn 1t" sald Denny in a

hoarse whisper.
“Thinks I'm golog to lead you
nstray, does she, Iames? He was

onening the firar anvelope. and sud-

The Adventures bf a
Demobilized Officer

Who Found Peace Dull

denly be looked up with a twinkle In
his syes. “Just to set her mind ut
rest,” he remarked gravely, “yon might
tell her that, as far as I can see ut
présent, 1 shall only undertake murder
In exceptional cases.”

He propped the letter up against
the toast-rack and commenced his
breakfnst. “Where I8 Pudlington.
James? and one might almost ask—
why 18 Pudlington? No town has any
right to such un offensive name,” He
ginnced through the letter and shook
his head. *“Tush! tush! And the wife
of the bank manager too—the bank
manager of Pudlington, James! Can
You coucelve of anything so dreadful?
But I'm afraid Mrs. Bank Manager Is
A puss—a distioet puss, It's when
they get on the soul-mate wtunt thut
the furniture begios to fiy."

Drummond tore up the letter and
dropped the pleces loto the basket b=
aide him. Then he turned to his ser-
vant and handed him the remainder of
the envelopes,

"GGo through them, James, while I as-
sault the kidneys, and pick two or
three out for me, I see that yow will
have to become my secretary.”

“Do you want me to open (hem,
alr? asked Denny doubtfully,

“You've hit it, Jumes—hit It In one.
Clussify them for me In groups, Crim-
Inal; sporting; amatory—that means
of or pertalning to love; stupld and
merely boring; and as a last resort,
miscellaneous.” He atirred his coffee
thoughtfully, “I feel that a¥ m first
venture in our new career—ours, 1sald,
James—Ilove appeals to me Lrresistibly,
Find me & damsel in distress; a beau-
tiful girl, helpless In the clutches of
knaves, Let me feel that I can fly to
her succor, clad in my new grey sult
Ing."

He finished the Inst plece of bacun
und pushed awny his plate,

Denny was engrossed in a letter he
had just opencd. A perplexed look
wiis spreading over his face, and sud-
denly he sucked his teeth loudly, It

wins m sure sign that James was ex-

clted, wnd Drummond glanced up |
quickly. and remwoved the letter from
hig hunde, “P'm surprised at  you,

James," e remuarked seversly, A sec-
retary  should control Itself. Don't
forget that the perfect secretary Is no
It; on nutomatie mac hlnv——n thing In-
cuptible of feellng.

He read the letter rhmukh rapldly,
and then, turning back to the begln-
ning, he read It slowly through again,

“My dear Box X10,~1 don't know
whether your advertisement was a
Joke: I suppose It must have been,
But I read It this morning, and It's Just
possible, X10, just possible, you mean
it. And If you do, you're the mnn I
want, [ can offer you exclitement and
probably crime.

“I'm up agninst it, X10. For a girl
I've bitten off rather more than 1 cun
echew. 1 want help—bndly. Wil yon
come to the Cariton for tea tomorrow
afternoon? 1 want to have a look st
you und see If 1 think you are genu-
Ine, Wear a white flower In your hut-
tonhole,"

Diummond nld the letter down, und
pulled out hig clgarette ense. "To-
morrow, James," he murmured, “That
In today—this very afternoon. Verlly
I belleve that we have Impinged upon
the goods™ He rose and stood look-
Ing out of the window thoughtfully,

“You think it's genuine, sir? sald
Jnmes,
HiS master blew out #a clowl of

smoke, *I know It 18" he answirod
dreamily. “Look at that writing; the
declslon In lt—the charncter. She'll
be medium befght, and dark, with the
Aaweetest Ittle noge and mouth. Her
ecoloring James, will he—=""

But James hnd discreetly left the

roOI.
TWO,

At four o'clock exactly Hugh Drum-
mond stepped out of his two-senter nt
the Haymarket entrance to the Carl-
ton. For a few moments after enter-
Ing the hotel he stood at the top of
the stalra outslde the dinlng room,
while his eyes traveled round the tm-
bles In the lounge below.

Slowly and thoronghly he continuned
his search. It was early, of course,
yet, and she might not have arrived,
but he was taking no chanees,

Suddenly his eyes ceased wandering,
and remalned filxed on a table at the
far end of the lounge, Half hidden,
belind a plant a girl was seated nlone,
and for a moment she looked stralght
at him. Then with the failntest sus-
plelon of a smile, she turned away, and
commenced drumming on the table
with her fingers,

The table next to her was unocru-
pled and Drummond made his way to-
ward 1t and sat down,

He felt not the slightest doubt In
hia mind that this was the girl who
had written him, and, baving given
an order to the walter, he started to
study ber face as unabtrusively &s pos-
sible, He could only see the profile,
but that was quite suffident to make
him bless the moment when more as o
jest than anything elss he had pent
his ndvertlsement to the paper.

Her eyes, he could see, were very
hlue: and great masses of golden
hrown hair colled over her ears, from
inder & small biack hat. He glanced

at her hands, and noted, with approv-
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al, the absence of any ring. Then he

looked once more at her face, nnd
found her eyes were fixed on him,
This time she did not look awny.

She seemed to think that it was ler
turn to conduct the examination and
Drummond fumbled in his waistcoat
pocker. After m moment he found
what he wanted, and taking out a card
he propped It agalnst the teapot so
that the girl could see what was on It
In Inrge black capltais he had written
Box X10.

She spoke almost at oonce. “You'll
do, X10,* she sald, and he tured to
her with s smile,

“It's very nice of you to say so," he
murmured. “If I may, I will return
the compliment, Bo will you."

She frowned slightly, *“This (sn't
foollshness, you know. What I sald In
my letter s lterslly true. I want
you to tell me." and there was no trace
of Jesting In her volce, “tell me, on
your word of honor, whether that ad-
vertlsement was bona fide or a Joke."

He answered her In the same veln.
“It started more Or less as a Joke., It
may now be renn![ad a8 absolutely
genulne,™

She nodded as If satisfled.
you prepared to risk your lifey*

Drummond's eyebrows went up and
then he soelled. “Granted that the
Inducement s suficlent,” he returned
slowly, “I think I may say that T am."

He saw that she was staring over
his shoulder at some one behind his
bnck,

“Don't look around" she ordered,
"and tell me your name quickly.”

"Drummond — Captaln Drummond,
Inte of the Loamshires.” He leaned
back In his ehalr, and Ut a clgarette,

“My dear Phyllis," sald a volee he-
hind hls back, “this ls a pleasant sur-
prize. T had no Iden that yon were In
London,”

A tnll, clean-slinven man stopped be-
slile the table, throwing a keen glance
nt Drummond.

“The world is full of such surprised,
Isn't It?" answered the girt lightly. *“I
dou't suppose you know Captaln Drum-
mond, do you? Mr, Laklugton—art
connolsseur and—er—eollector.”

The two men bowed slightly, and
Mr, Lakington smiled. *1do not re
member éver huving heard my harm-
less  pastimes more concisely de-
scribed,” he remarked suavely. “Are
¥ou Interested In such mntters?”

“Not very, I'm afrald” answered
Drummond, “Just recently 1 have
been rather too busy to pay much at-
tention to art.”

The other man smiled again, and it
struck Hugh that rarely, If ever, had
he seen such u cold, merclless face,

“Of course you've been to France,"
Lakington murmured. “Unfortunntely
@ bad heart kept me on this side of the
water., Sometlmes [ cannot help
thinking bow wonderful |t must have
been to be able to kil without fear of
consequences. There |s art In killing,
Captaln  Drummond—profound  art.”
He looked at his watch snd sighed.
“Alng! T must tear myself away. Are
you returning home this evening?"

The girl, who had been glancing
round the restaurant, shrugged her
ghoulders. “Probably,” she apswered,
“T haven't quite declded. I might stop
with Aunt Kite"

“Fortunate Aunt Kate” WIith a
bow Lakington turned away, abnd
through the ginss Drummond watched
him get his hat and stick from the
cloakroom, Then he looked at the
girl, and noticed that she lind gone a
little white.

“What's the matter, old thing? he
nsked quickly, "Are you feeling
faint 7"

She shook her head, and graduaily
the color came back to her face, *“T'm
quite all right,” she answered. “It gave
me rather u shock, that man Anding us
bere. You've stumbled right Into the
middie of It, my friend—rather sooner
than I anticipated, That is one of the
men you will probably have to kllL. .*

Her companion lit gnother clgarette,
“What is bis particular worry?"

“First und foremost the brute wants
to marry me," replied the girl,

“I louthe belng obvious,” sald Hugh,
“but I am not surprised.”

“But It lsn't that that matters.” She
looked at Drummond quietly, *“Henry
Lakington Is the second most danger-
ous man In England."

“Only the second," murmured Hugh.
“Then hadn't I better start my career
with the frst?"

She looked at him in silence. “I
sappose you think that I'm hysterical,”
she remarked after a while, “You're
probably even wondering whether I'm
all there.

Drummond flicked the ash from his
clgarette, then he turned to her dis-
passionately. ‘You must admit,” he
remarked, “tha. up to now our conver-
sation has hardly proceeded along
conventional llnes, I mm a complete
stranger to you; another man who s
n complete stranger to me speaks to
you while we're at tea. You Inform
ma that I shall probably have to kill
him In the near future. The state-
ment ls, I think you will agree, a
trifie dlsconcerting.”

The girl threw back her nead and
laughed merrily. “You poor young
man,” she cried; “put that way it does
sound alarming” Then she grew se-
rious again. “Thare's plenty of time

“Are

/big: and the face they were set

— o
for you to back out now IT yeu LEe"
Blie was looking at him gravely as

panion thar there was an appeal
the big blue eyes, And they

very charming—especialiy at the angle
it was tlited at, in the halt-light of the

room, Altogether, Drommond reflect-
ed, & most ndorable girl. And ador-
able girls had always been a hobby of
bis. Probablr Lakington possessed a
letter of hers or something, and she
wanted him to get it back, Of course
he would, even If he had to thrash the
swine to within an Inch of his |ife.

“Well!" The girl's volce cut Into
his traln of thought and he hurriedly
pulled himself together.

“The last thing I want Is for the
ineident to finish,” he sald ferveatly.
“Why—it's only just begun."

you'll help me?*

‘That's what I'm here for.” With a
sulle Drummond 1it another elgaretts,
“Tell me all about it.”

*“The trouble,” she hegan after & mo-
ment, “is that there Is not very much
to tell. At present It Is largely gucss
work, and guess work without much of
A clue, However, to start with, I had
better tell you what sort of men you
are up against, Firstly, Heory Lak-
Ingtoa—the man who epoke to me. He
was, I belleve, ane of the most brilllant
scientists who has ever been up mt

“That ls One of the Men You Will
Probably Have to KIIL®

Oxford, There was nothing, In his
own line, which would not have been
open to him, had he run stralght., But
he didn't. He deliberately chose to
turn bis braln to crime. Not vulgar,
common sorts of erlme—but the big
things, calling for & master criminal
He has always had enough money te
allow him to teke his time over any
coup—to perfect his detalls. And
that's what be loves, He Is quite yn-
serupwous; he In only concerned In
pitting himself sgalost the world and
winnlog."

“An engaging fellah,” sald Hugh.
“What particulur form of crime does
he favori"

“Anything that ealls for braln, Iron
nerve, and refinement of detall” she
nnswered. “Priocipally, up to date,
burglary on a blg seale, and murder.”

“My dear soul 1" sald Hugh Incredu-
lously. *“How can you be sure? And
why don’t you tell the police?™

Bhe smiled wearlly. “Befuuse I've
got no proof, and even If I had . . "
She gave a lttle shudder, and left her
sentence unfinished, “But one day, my
father and 1 were In his house, and,
by necident, I got Into & room I'd nev-
er been In before. On a desk Ilay
fome minlatures, and, without think-
Ing, 1 picked them up and looked at
them, 1 bappen to know somethlng
ahout miniatures, and, to my horror, I
recognized them. Do yon remember
the theft of the celebrated Vatlcan
minintures belonging to the duke of
Melbourne?”

Drummond nodded; he was begio-
ning to feel Interested.

“They were the ones T was holding
In my hand,” she sald quletly. *“And
Just ns I was wondering what on earth
to do, the man hlmself walked Into
the room.”

“Awkward — denced awkward"
Drummond pressed out his clgarette
and leuned forward expectantly.
“What did he do?"

Drummond ﬂl‘l & warning te

keep out.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Be Sure It's the Right Road.

It's the best polley o go slow
enough to make sure of the way you
would go, There's many & youth car-
rled away by the eathuslasm of the
minute, He bas never learned the
true sense of values, and lacks the
mensures for proper ratings, Many
ket the work bee mand leave school
long before they are fitted for toll,
Some get the idea that they nre
never treated right at any job and
throw It up before they get to tha
point of earning a dividend for thelr
employer, Still others leave home
thinking they will have full oppor-
tunity to do as they please, How
little such folks underatand life. There
Is much repéntance that would never
have been needed, and tears that
might have been spared If folks had
been willing to take the right road la
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Sure Relief

FOR IIIDIGESTION

Bowel regularity is the
secret of good health,
Without wirr!-

tating, Nu}ol
food wast
” a..""&!

tiny muscles

intestines can then re-

moveitregularly, Abso-
lutel lbnrmlen,-’-—-mii.

"WATCH
THE BIG 4

Stomach-Kidneys-Heart-Liver

regularly
ard remedy for kidney, liver,
bladder and uric acid troubleg—

GOLD MEDAL
PALEM

The National Remedy of Holland for
centuries and endorsed by Queen Wilbel«
mina. At all druggists, three aizes,

Mhhuﬂ&ﬂﬂdﬂumh
imitation

BettéerThan Pills -
For Liver Ilis

NR Tonight .
Tomorrow Alrifdhl

Gu'ls! Glrls
Clear Your Skm
With Cuticura

Seap 25¢, Ointment 25 snd 58¢, Taleum 25c.
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Thn tup 0 dill‘ucn ‘\u- wll sthars
Quitk reliel. Mo oplases. 150 evirywhir

Mysterious Btove.

At a recent electrioal exposition a
“mysatle stove™ attracted no little ot
tention. This ldea /s by no menns
niew; o fact, In one of Ite most spec-
taculnr forms It conssts of a kettls
of water bolling on a cake of lee, The
solutlon of such mysterles is powerful
magnetic Induction, which ennses the
generation of powerful electrie current
In the pot, pun or kettle. The layman
Is, of course, greatly mystified, since
wutar can be bolled, egga fried, nnd so
on, with no ‘visible source of henat.

"The hand can be pussed over the tap-

estry-covered table without feeling any
trace of hent.—Sclentlfic American.

High Prices.

The night cashler overheard a pe
cullar conversstion In Beaver Cross-
Ing the other day. A farmer was In
a store buylng some groceries. “Want
any flour?" asked the grocer, “No,
flour's too high. 1 ecan git along with-
oot " After a while the groeer
gald: “Sold your whent, Bill?” “Nope;
T'm going to hang onto mine ; they aln't
payin' nothin' for It yet."—8t. Louls
Glo" v Lenocrat,

Pamous London Street.

Grub street, London has been re-
named Milton street. It wns n street in
which many writers lived who had not
yet “arrlved” so, because a general
anme for the huunts of needy writers

He's Married,

“What's his present salary T

“He says It's” never present lomg
enough to know I"—Wayzide Tales,

”R’”E Night snd Mornin M

Sm Mm
ﬁ"‘m ":‘.f'?i'.’ﬂ.as":
often. Soothes, Idulh-. !:

Infantor Adult. Atall Write for
Free Eya Book. Marise Eye Ca., Chicage
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